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~ the country.”
© . “Aaron, tell Sambo o saddlo Thun-
. der,”" he ordered,

’ -
~ Prineo Louis, in his dingy purior at

.

"
SYNOPSIS,

Francols Beaupre, o péasant babe of
thres years, after an amusing ihaident in
h Marshal Ney figures, is made a
evaller of France by the Emperor Na-
n, who prophesied thut the boy

one day be a marshal of Prance

m another Bonaparte, At the age of
ten Fra Mhls

neols Jmu General Baron
pard Courgaud, who with Alixe,
an-yoar-old  daughter, livea at t
ateau. A soldler of the Empire under
he fires the boy's imagination
with storfes of his campalgna. he bo
" ist for the genaral a
learns of the friendahip betwean the gen-
mlld Marquls Zapp!, who campalgned
the o under Napoleon, Ar-
%l.!l hwmnnd his son, Pletro, arrive at
the Chateau, The general agrees Lo care’
for the Marquis’ son whila the former

®oca to America. The Marquis aaks Fran-
cols (0 be a friend of his son. The boy

nly promises. Francols s to the
Chateau to live. Marguis dies lenv-
Plotro as a ward of the general

in
c.ﬁso. Pletro and Francols meet a strange
r.owho proves to be Prince Louis Na-
poleon. Francois saves his life. The goen-
eral discovers Francols loves Alixe, and
extracts a promise from him that he will
ot Inlerfers between the girl and Pletro.
ools goes (o ltaly as pecretary (o
Plotro. Queen Hortonse plahs the escape
of her son Louls Napoleon by disgulsing
Im and Muarquis Zappl as her lackeys.
neols tukes Marauls Zappl's place,
O In s in 1 PR De
who fs 111, in th pe of Hortense and
Louls, Dressed snn Louls' brother Fran-
cols lures the Austrians from the hotel al-
lowing the prince and hls mother to es
cape, Francols s a prisoner of the Aus-
trinns for five vears, In the canstle owned
Pletro in Italy, He discovers In
guard one of Pletro's old family servanta,
and through him sends word to his
friendn of his plight, The general, Allxe
and Pletro plans Francols' escupe. n-
ecols recelver a note from Pletrg explain-
tng In detail how to escape from h
prison. Alixe awalts him on horseback
and leads him to his friends on board
he American salling vesssl. the “Lovely
Aley.”  Francols, as a guest :‘:t Harry
Hampton, on the "Lovely Lucy, goes to
America to manage DPletro's estute In
V]rglnln. Lucy Hampton falls In love
with Francols,

CHAPTER XXIlI,—Continued.

The female mind pald no attention
to the disgression. Lucy had long
ago, Anally If unconsclously, put her
father's personality into its right
place.

“Father, is the prince really poor
and alone in this country?"

“Poor—yes, | fancy—I am quita eer-
taln, in fact. Alone—that depends.
The authorities of Norfolk received
him with some dlstinction, the Herald
states, but he {s putting up at the inn
—one would conclude that he was an
fvited guest at many of our great
houses."

Lucy flew like o bird across to the
fireplace. Her hands went up to eith-
or side of the colonel's face. “Father,
quick! Have Thunder saddled, and
ride in-—qulek, father—and bring the
pringe out here to stay with ua. Give
the order to Sambo, or 1 shall.”

" Colonel Hampton's eyes widened

* with surprise. "Why, but Lucy." he
stammered. “Why—but why should
IT What claim have we—"

“Oh, nonsense,” and Lucy shook her
head impatiently, “Who has more
claim? Aren't we Virginlans of the
James river princes In our own coun-

try, too? Hasn't our family reigned
In Roanoke longer than ever his
reigned In Europe? Haven't we

enough house room and servants to
make him as comfortable as in a pal-
ace? But that lsn't the most impor-
tant. It ia a shame to us all, father,
that no one has invited him ‘befors,
that a strange gentleman of high sta-
tion should have to lodge at an inn.
Why hasn't Cousin George Harrison
asked him to Brandon? And the Car-
ters at Shirley, and the people at
Berkeley—what do they mean by not
asking him? But we won't let Vir
ginlan hospitality be stained. Wa will
ask him. You will ride to Norfolk at
once, will you not, father dear?"

The touch on his cheek was pleas-
ant to the vain and affectionate man,
but the spirit of the girl's speech, the
suggestion of the courtesy due from
him as a relgning prince, to this other
prince forlorn and exiled, this was
pleasanter, He pursued his lips and
smiled down,

"Out of the mouth of babes,” he re-
marked, and drew his brows together
a8 If under stress of large machinery
behind them. “My little girl, you

H,ﬁ'conﬂdond the Invitation for a 8i-
1 lent Moment.

rather a sensible idea. 1 had
before, that'—he cleared

his throat and black Aaron standing
tray in band across the room, jumped
rolled his eyes—"that,” he contin.

~ued, “a man of my lmportance hus du-
ties of hospltality, even to a forelgner
who eomes without Introduction into

the inn, looked st his visitor (rom be-
tween | hut eyelids, and mensured
!y and body. He cansldered
nyit for a gllent moment.

& ono of the great men of the
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of & fow days at this place of Roan-
oke could do no harm and might lead
to good.

“l thank you very much, Monsieur
le Colonel,” he sald gravely, yet gra
clously. "You are most good to de
sire that 1 visit you. 1 will do so
with pleasure.”

Out they rode through the sun-
lighted, wind-whipped country, dozing
reastfully through its last wintér's nap,
stirring already at the step of lively
April on the threshold. The alr was
sharp, and nipped at the prince’s fin-
gers and toes, but it was exhilaration
to be acrose n horse agaln, and the
exlle's spirit—tho case-hardened heart
of steel which failure and misfortune
never broke till it broke forever at
Sedan-—grew buoyant. That “some-
thing about the outside of a horse
which Is good for the inside of a man"
worked its subtle charm on this fin.
Ished horseman and horse lover, and
he was gently responsive as the col
onel talke‘ fluently on.

“Does it so happen, Monsleur leo
Colonel, that there s In these parts
& Frenchman of—of instruction—a
man whom I might use as p secretary?
I shall have nead tomorrow to write
letters. Would you know of such a
man, Monsleur le Colonel?”

Nothing pleased Monsieur 1o Col
onel more than to be master of the sit-
uation. “Most certainly, he an-
swered blandly and felt that the
prince must notied how no demand
could find Colonel Hampton at s loss.
“Most certalnly. My daughter's
French master would be the very fel
low. He 8 intelligent and well edu-
cated, and what is more, he 18 a most
ardent adherent of your family, prince,
He has talked to Miss Hampton with
such a vehement enthuslasm that, by
the Lord Harry, I believe she expects
to see you fly in with wings, sir—I be-
lieve she does,” and the colonel laugh-
ed loudly and heartily. It was as good
a Joke as he had ever made.

And beforea them, at that mo-
ment, rose a stately picture. A
large old house, bullt of dark red brick
brought from England, towered sud-
denly from out of the bare trees of its
park like a monument of calm hos-
pitality., Its steep roof was set with
dormer windows; Its copings and its
casements were white stone; a white
stone terrace stretched before it. At
one front, as they came, was the car-
ringe entrance, and the squares of a
formal English garden, walled with
box hedges, lay sleeplng before the
springtime; at the opposite side a
wide lawn fell to a massive brick wall,
spaced with stone pillars, guarding
thy grounds from the flowlng of the
Jamea river. Colonel Hampton gazed
at the home of his people and then at
his guest, and he cast the harness of
his smallnesges and stood out in the
simple and large cordlality which is
the heritage above others of southern
people.

“Your are welcome
prince,"” he sald,

v

to Roanoke,

CHAPTER XXIV,
Brothera,

Colonel Hampton's study was dark
from floor to cellilng with brown oak
walnscoting and was lightened by a
dull brightness of portraits. An an-
cestor In a scarlet coat, the red turn-
ed yellow and brown with time; an
ancestress In dimmed glory of blue
satin and lace and pearls; a judge In
his wig and gown, gave the small
room {mportance. A broad window
looked through bare branches, lacy-
black against sky, ncross a rolling
country and groups of woodland.

On the morning of the first day of
April, 1837, Prince Louls Napoleon
Bonaparte stood at this window, star
ing at brown flelds and trylug to trace
a likeness between this new  world
and the anclent country which he eall-
ed his: France, where, sluce he was
seven years old, he had been allowed
to spend but a*few weeks; Franoce,
which had freshly exiled him; France,
the thought of which ruled him, as he
meant one day to rule her; France, for
whom he was eating his heart out to-
day, a8 always, thousands of milea
from her shores.

He recallod the happy life at Aren-
enboerg, in Switzerland, and the work
and play and soldierly training which
all pointed, In the boy's mind, to one
end—to serve France—a service which
did not at that time mean soverelign-
ty, for the Duke of Relchstadt, Na-
poleon's son, was allve and the head
of the Thouse of Honaparte. He
thought of his short career, his and
his well-beloved brother's together,
with the Itallan Insurgents agalnst the
Austrians, and the lonely man’s heart
longed for his own people as he went
over again that time of excitement
and sorrow, ending with the older
boy’s death at Forll and hls own (-
ness and narrow escape from capture.

“What a mother!" he crled aloud,
tossing up his hands with French dem-
onstrativeness, as the memory came
to him of the days in Ancona when he
lay at death’s door, hidden in the very
room next that of the Austriom gen-
eral, saved ounly at last by the mar
velous mother's wit and courage. The
Journoy through Italy to France, that
was drams enough for one life, Rec
ognized ot every turn, betrayed never,
and ending with—Prince Louls smiled
his slow dim smile—a fitting ending
indeed to days whose every minute
wns adventure. He thought of the
landlord of the len, the old cavalry-
man; the young Frenchman—Besupre
«that was the name: it was set in his
memory: had been @ that tenaclous
momory since an afrncon of 1824,
when & runsway schooihoy prince had
Hpped over the Jura, ard pl
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0, and, at last, the rush of the
chase. He had seon it all, watching
quletly while lils mother and the land-
lord implored him to hide himself,
That young Frenchmap—if he should
be allve—If ever he should meet him
agnin Prince Louls would not forget.
It was psychologieal that he should
have been thinking this when a knock
sounded deferentially on the door of
the room. But pleturesque coinel
dences happen in Hves as well as on
the stage; In Louls Napoleon's thera
was more than one. “Entres!” he
called sharply, and then, “Come In!"

The door swung slowly and Aaron,
whiteaproned and white-eyeballed,
stood In It

“Marse Prince,” he stated with a dig-
nity of service which crowned hepds
could not daunt, "ole Marse #en’ ma
bring you dls hyer Marsh Bopray.”

A light figure stepped before the
black and white of Aaron, and halted,
and bowed profoundly. The light from
the window shone on his face and the
dark immense eyes that lifted toward
Prince Louls, und for a moment he
stared, pugzled. Was he in the pres-
ent? Surely this man was part of the
past which he had been reviewing.
Burely he had played a role in the
prince’s history—whersa? With &
flashing thought into the years he
knew.

“Mon ami!™ eried Louis Donaparte,
and sprang forward and stretched out
both hands, his royalty forgotten in
the delight of seelng a face which re-
called his youth and his mother.

Francols, two minutes later, found
himself standing, bursting with loyal-
ty and pride, with the prince's hands
clasping his, and the prince's trans-
formed face beaming on him.

“You rode like the devil,” said the
prince. “But the Austrians had the

orses. That poor Bleu-bleu! How

id you get away? Where have you
been? Mon Dieu, but we looked for
you, Zappl and 1!"

“But no, your highness, I did not
get away,” smiled Francols Beaupre
as If Imparting a Joyful bit of news.
“They caught me.”

And he told briefly his story of the
five years in prison, of the desperate
escape, of the rescue and voyage to
Amerlea, of his wrecked health, not
yet re-establlshed. Through the ac-
count shone the unconquerable French
galety. Another thing thers was
which a Frenchmian and a Bonaparte
codld not fall to see—that the thought
of his service to the house of Bona-
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“Mon Aml," Crled Louis Bonaparte.

parte had been a sustalnlng pride,
and the hope of future service an in-
spiring hope.

Superstition and gratitude laid bhold
together on the prince’s troubled
mind. He threw himself back ioto
Colonel Hampton's leather arm-chalr,
throne-like in impressiveness and size;
the mask of Impaseivity closed on his
colorless featues.

“8it there, Monsieur,” he ordered,
“and tell me your life”

Simply, yet dramatically as was his
gift, the young man went over the
tale which he had told to Lucy Hamp-
ton, that and more. And the prince
listened to every word. He, too, had
the French sensitiveness to theatrical
effect, and his over-wronght imagina-
tlon seemed to see the hand of destiny
vigibly foining this story to his. Here
was a legacy from Napoleon; an in-
strument oreated by his unele, which
he, the helr, should use. There was
8 long wllence when Francols had fin-
fshed, and Louls' deep-pliched volce
broke It

“‘One day perhaps & marshal of
France under another Boaaparte,' " he
repeated thoughtfully, "It was the
accolade, the old right of royality,”
and gazed, If reflecting, at the other
man's face.

Helghtened color told how much it
meant to Francols Beaupre to hear
thoere words spoken by the prince.

“My prince, T will tell you—though
it may be of little moment to know—
that it is not for my own advance
ment that I care. It s the truth that
I would throw away & hundred lives
if I had them, to see the house of Bon-
aparte rule France. It is only se, I
belleve, that France can become great
ones more. We need heroes to lead
us, we Frenchmen, not. shopkeeper
kings such as Louls Phillippe; if it has
not a hero the nation loges courage,
and ita interest in national life. But
the very name Of Napoleon s Insplra-
tion—it pricks the blood; n monarch
of that name on France's throue, and
our country will wake, will live. You,
my prince, are the hope of the house
of Napoleon™

With a quick step forward he threw
himself on his knees before the qulet
figure In the thronellke chair; he selz-
ed the prince’s hand and, head bent,
kisged It with passion. There was
lne of color In each cheek as his face
lifted, and his brilliant look was shot
with a tear.

“If 1 may dle bellevibg that I have
helped to win your throne, 1 shall dle
in happlness.”

Prince Louls had his mother's warm
heart, and this went to it. He put his
hand on the ‘other's ahoulder, famil
larly as If the two weare equals, kins-
wen. T
The brotherly touch on Francols'

h | ahoulder was withdrawn, and with geu: |
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“I have stidiod enormousty,
pripen, All known books on warllke
subjects, all 1 could borrow or steal 1
have studiod, Al, yeu! I know much
of these thinge.”

Louls Bonaparte, with an exhaustive
military edueation, & power of appll
cation and absorption beyond most
men In Burope, let the gleam of a
smils esenpe. He listened with close
attention while Francols told of his
orgnnization of the youth of the neigh-
borhood Into a cavalry company, and
of thelr drill twice n weok.

“And you are the captain,
sleur?”

Francois smiled a crafty, worldly-
wisa smile—or perhaps it was as If a
child would seem crafty and worldly-
wise. "“No, my prince,” he answered,
shaking his head sagely. "That would
not be best. I am little known, & for
elgner. They think much of their old
familles, the people of these parts.
So that it is better for the success
of the company that the eaptaln should
be of the nobility of the country., One
sees that. So the captaln of the com.
puny is Monsieur Henry Hampton, the
younger, the kinsman of Monsleur lo
Colonel, and a young man of great
goodness, and the best of friends to
me, Everything that 1 ean do for his
pleasure I8 my own pleasure.”

The prince turned his expression-
leas gaze on the animated face. “Mad-
emoisells Lucy likes the young mon-
sleir?”

“But yes, my prince—she likes ev-
ery one, Mademolselle Lucy. It Is sun.
shine, her kindness; it falls every-
where and blesses where it falls. She
lovea Henry—as a brother.”

“"As a brother!” the prince repeated
conslderingly. “Yes, a brother. You
find Mademolselle Lucy of—of a kind
digposition.”

“Beyond words, and most charm-
ing,” Francols answered steadily, and
flushed a little. He felt himself belng
probed. With that the faclle, myste
rious, keen mind of the prince leaped,
it seemed, 4 world-wide chasm, “That
most winning little girl of the rulned
chateau of Vicques—our playmate
Allxe—you remember how she stated,
‘l am Alixe,’ and was at once ship-
wrecked with embarrassment?”

“I remember,” Francols sald shortly,
and was consclous that he breathed
quickly and that his throat was dry,
and that the prince knew of both trou-
blas.

“Is she wstill ‘Alixe’—the pame
Alixe?” Inquired the priuce, turning os-
tentatiously to the window. *“Has she
grown up as sweet and fresh and bril
llant a flower as the rosebud prom.
ised?”

Francols, hearing his own heart
beat, attempted to answer in a par
ticularly casunl manner, which Is a dif-
ficult and sophisticated trick. He fail-
ed at it “They say—I think—she
has—oh, but yes, and—I think"—he
stammered and the prince cut short
his sufferinga. “Ah, yes! 1 pee that
it is with you, as with Monsleur Hen-
ry, a ease of devoted brotherhood. You
love her as a brother—you will not
boast of her.

“You have done well, Chevaller
Beaupre. You have done so well that
when the time s ripe again—it will
not be long—for Strusburg must be
wiped out in success—that I shall send
for you to help me, and 1 shall know
that you will be ready. 1 see that
the star which leads us both (s the
only light which shines for you. It
holds your undivided soul, Chevalier
—1 am right?

Francols turned his swiftly chang-
ing face toward the speaker, drawn
with a feeling which swept over him;
for a moment he did not answer. Then
he spoke in a low tone.

“When a knight of the old time
went to battle,” he sald, “he wore on
his helmet the badge of his lady and
carried the thought of her in his heart.
A man fights better so0.”

And the sllent prince understood.

Mon-

CHAPTER XXV.
How Lucy Told.

The prince was gone. There had
beon festivities and formalities, great
dinners, gatherings of the Virginia no-
bility to do bonor to his highness at
Rosnoke house and elsewhere; every-
where the Chevaller Beaupre had been
distinguished by his highness' most
marked favor. And Lucy Hampton's
eyes had shone with gulet delight to
see it and to see the effect on her fa-
ther. For the colonel, confured In his
mind as to how it might be true, re-
luctantly acknowledged that there
must be something of Iimportance
ubout this Chevaller Beaupre, that a

He believed that it would be best to
treat him-—he also—at least as a gen:
tloman. So the French lessons were
continued and the Jefferson troop was
encournged, and Francols was asked
often to Roanoke house. And as the
monq:l rolled on he tried with every
thoughtful and considerata effort tc
express to the little lady of the manor
his gratitude for the goodness of her
family. It troubled him more than a
little that the early friendliness and
intimacy of Harry Hampton seemed to
be wearing off. The boy did not come
80 often to Carnifax, and when he
came he did not stay for hours, for
days sometimes, as was his way at
first. He was uneasy with his friend,
and his friend wondered and did not
understand, but hesitated to push a
way into the lad's heart. "He will
‘ell me In time” thought Francols,
and, sure of his own Innocence, ‘wait:
ed for the time.

Meantime he was going home. Go-
ing, much against tha'advice of the
Norfolk doctor, who wgrned him that
he was not yet well or strong, that
the out-of-door life in the mild Vir
ginia climate should be continued per-
haps for two years more, before he
went back to the agitation and effort
of a Bonapartist agent In France. But
he could not walt; he must see his oid
home, his mother, his father, and all
the unforgotten faced. He longed to
wateh the black lashea curl upward
from the blue of Allxe's eyves, He
longed to hear her clear volee with
its boylsh nota of cournge. It would

cmy!e

Uaperton Bayly—first lleutepant, and
the moat finished horseman In the Vir-
ginia country—had Invited the gentry
from mileg about to feast with her and
to watch her son and his friends show
how the Chevaller Beaupre had made
them Into soldlers. They came In
shoals, driving from far off over bad
roads In big lurching charlots, or rid-
Ing In gay companles, mdstly of older
men and girla and young boys, be
cause all of the gilded youth were In
the ranks that day.

When the drill was over there was to
be rough riding and jumping. Hur
dles were awiftly dragged out and
placed in a manner of ring.

“This one Is very close to the bank,”

She Found Herself Holding Francols’
Dark Head in Her Arms.

Nines shot to the angle—(hen it came
your-old | —the shock they awaited.

sald Lucy Hampton, standing by Blue-
bird and watching as the
placed the bars,
and turned sharp and was foollsh, he
might go over. And the bank I8
steep.”

“Laoy, you are a grandmotherly per-
son,” Clifford Stewart—who was an-
other girl—threw at her. “You would
like them all to ride In wadded wool
dressing gowns, and to have a wall
padded with cotton batting to guard
them." And Luey smiled and belleved
hersell overcautlous,

The exclted horses eame dancing up
to the barriers and lifted and were
over, with or without rapping, but not
one, for the Arst round, refusing.
Then the bars were ralsed six Inches;
gix Inches In mid-air (s a large space

when one must jump it. Caperton
Bayly went at it first; his mother
watched breathless as he flew fore

ward, sitting erect, intense, his young
eyes gleaming. Over went his great
horae Traveler, and over the next and
the next—all of them; byt the white
heels had struck the top bar twlce—
the beautiful, spirited performance
wns not perfect. Harry Hampton
came next; all of the kindly multitude
gnzed eagerly, hoping that the boy to
whom life had given less than the
others might win this honor he want-
ed. The first bars without rapping;
the second; and a suppressed sound of
satlsfaction, which might soon be a
great roar of pleasure, hummed over
the field. Plack Hawk came rushing,
enorting, pulling up to the third jump,
the jump where Lucy gtood. And as
he eame a lttle girl, high In a car-
ringe, a chariot as one sald then, flour
{shed her ecarlet parasol in the alr,
and lost hold of it, and It flew like a
huge red bird Into the course, close
to the hurdle. And Hlack Hawk,
strung to the highest point of his
thoroughbred nerves, saw, and a hor-
ror of the flaming living thing, as it
seemaed, caught him, and he swerved
at the bar and belted—Dbolted stralght
for the steep slope.

A gasp went up from the three hun
dred, four hundred people; the boy
was dashing to death; no one stirred;
every muscle was rigid—the specta-
tors were paralyzed. Not all
cols from his babyhood had known
how to think quickly, and these boys

Lucy had forscen: when the jumping
bogan, mounted on his mare Aquarelle,
he was posted near the head of the
slope, not twenty yards from the hur-
dle, to be at hand In any contingency.
When Harry's horse bolted, one touch
put Aquarelle Into motion. Like n
line of brown light she dashed at right
angles to the runaway—a line drawn

negroes |
“If a horse refuued]

Fran- |

to intercopt the line of Hlack Hawk's

prince should treat him as a brother, |

flight. There was silence over the

fleld—one second—two seconds~the

Black Hawk, rushing, saw the other
coming and swerved a' thes last mo-
ment--too lnte. The animals collided,
not with full forece, yet for a moment

it looked like nothing but death for |

riders and mounts. Harry Hampton
was (hrown backward to the leval
field; Rlack Hawk galloped off, frantio
and unhurt, scross it; Aquarelle, one
saw, lay on the very edge of the drop
and was scrambling to her feet with
liveliness enough to assure her safe-
ty; of Francols thers was no slgn. In
half a minute the Dbreathless still
crowd was In an uproar, and a hun-
dred men were jostling one another
to reach the scene of the accldent

It was two minutes, perhaps, before
Caperton Bayly, with a negro boy at
his heels, with Jack Littloton and
Harry Wise and s dozen other lads
racing back of him, had plunged over
the drop of land where Francols had
disappeared, Two minutes are enough
sometimes for a large event. In that
two minutes Lucy Hampton, without
consclous volition, by an Instinct as
simple and Imperative as a bird's in-
stinct to shicld her young, had slipped
from her horse Bluebird and flown
across the level and down over the
steep bank till she found herself hold-
ing Frauncols' dork head In her arms
and heard her own voice saying words
she had never sald even to herself.

“I love you, I love you," she sald,
and If all the world heard she did not
know or care. There was no world
for her at that minute but the man
lying with his head agalnst her heart
~—dead It might be, but dead or alive,
deareat. “l1 love you—love yvou—love
you,"” she repeated, as if the soul were
rushing out of her in the words.

With that the luminous great eyes
opened, and Francois was looking at
her, and she knew that he had heard.
And then the training of a lifetime, of
centuries, flooded back Into her, and
womanly reticonce and maidenly
shame and the feellngs and attitude
which -are not primeval, ns she had
been primeval for that one mad mo-
ment. She drew back as she felt him
trying to lift himeelf, and left him free
and was on her feet, and then with &
shock she was aware of another pres-
ence; turning she looked up into the
angry glow of her cousin's eyes. He
was not looking at her, but at the man
who, duaged, hurt, was trying painfully
to pull himself up. Harry Hampton
glared at him.

“We will settle this later,” he
brought out through his teeth. “I hope
I can kill you." And Lucy cried out:

“Shama'!" shoe eried. "He has just
eaved your life!"

“Damn him!" said Harry Hampton.
*“I do not want my life at his hands.
I hate him more for saving me. Damn
him!"

Aund Francols, clutching at a bush,
things reeling about him unsteadily,
looked up, friendly, wistful, at the boy
cursing him.

With that there was an influx of
population; the whole world, appar-
ently, tumbled down the steep bank,
every one far o preoccupled with
help for the hero to remark Harry
Hampton's grim humor.

(T0 BE CONTINUED,)

Bobbie Burns' Granddaughter.

An action has been entered In Dum-
fries sheriff court by Miss Annle Beok-
ett Burns of Cheltenham, the only sur-
viving granddaughter of the Scottish
poet, clalming “to have harself, as the
nearest of kin, declared executrix of
certaln hitherto unconfirmed personal
estate of the said Robert Burns.” This
is a sequel to the recent announce-
ment that the Liverpool Athenseum
had sold for £5,000 the two volumes
of Hurns' poems and better known as
the Glenriddell manuseripts, and that
they were likely to go to Ameries, an
announcement which brought strong
protests from Lord Rosceberry, Dr. Wil
Ham Wallace and others.—Westmine
ster Gazette,

QOld American Coins,
Robert Morrls, the financler of the
Confederation, enrly in 1782, arranged

wore his pride and his care: he had | with Denjamin Dudley to strik
thought of that possible danger which | - 4 .

some “pattern pleces” that could be
placed before congress, On April 2
Dudley delivered to Morris some
pleces, which were in reality the firat
colr struck having the name "“Unlted
States coln,” The particular speci
mens are Known to numlsmatists as
the “Nova Constellatio Paterus”
They were of silver and denomiyated
the “mark” and “quint.” The Nt
colns struck by the United States
mint were gome half dimes, In 1782
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DUCHESS MUST HAVE SMILED

Little Milliner Falthfully Obeyed In.
structions That She Thought
Had Been Given Her,

Mr. Lane of Washington was not
only a page in the sepate in the days
of Webster and Clay, but, through the
fact that his uncle kept a book store
where these statesmen were Accus
tomed to while away their lelsure
hours, cama to know them Intimately
on their social elde, declared that
Webster, while not giveh to story-tell-
ing, bad one favorite littla joke that
he would tell whenever the gecasion

soemed opportune.

This, according to Mr. Lane, was
the story:

Thers arrived at Boston a certain
duches from one of the great nations
of Hurupo. Desiring to have some
headgear sultable for her Inland
travels constructed, she sent for the
most prominent milliner in the ecity
to come to her spartments at the
Revere house, then the principal hotel
In New Eungland.

The locul milliner was sont all &
flutter at the distinetion shown her,
but she was a province-bred littla

woman of a dem
:dﬂ

‘=.-'“.Prl"

was a customer of hers, and who had
Spent some time at forelgn courts

“Oh, all that's necessary,” explained
Mrs. Adams, “Is to bow low when you
are ushered Into the presence of the
duchess and say, ‘Your Grace,’*

Thus coached in court etiquette the
little milliner betook hersslf to the
Revera house and sent word to the
duchess.

As she was usherad Into the pres
ence of that lofty person. she bent
low, and, with a sweeping courtesy,
sald:

“May the Lord make us thankful for
what we are about to recelve!*

The Slash.

Paul Polret, the famous Frenchk
dressmakor, was asked by a New York
reporter If he thouglht womun's pres.
ent mode of dress made for morality.

“1 do not deal In morality,” M.
Polret replied. 1 deal In beauty.”

Then, apropos of the slashed skirt,
he told & story.

“A young lady In a white dlnner
gown.” ha sald, “stood under a blasing
electrolier, and, swinging round before
her flance, she asked:

“"How does my new dress show up?

“ 'Up almost to thé knes' the young
man | white sllk

[* |

Dameel Put Question of Little Nap or
8illy Talk Up to Her Escort,
and It Was a “Go.

iie was taking her home from the
theater. The car was crowded, but
they had obtained n seat together, and
they were In ench other's exclusly
company for 46 minutes. !

"Are you thinking of golng away
*his summer?” sald he, trying to con-
deal a yawn,

“l guesa 80,” she anawered, making
A ladylike motion with her mufl.

“l went away last summer,” he eon-

tinued, several blocks later. Did
’0“?I0
“1 think we did.,” she sold. “Say,

may I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“Now, lsten. I'm having Just as
hard a time to stay awake as you are.
If you'll Just shut up until we get to
my street, [ ean have a nice little nap.
S0 can you. And you'll like me a lot
better than If we'd try to converse,
and I'd fairly love you. And maybe
I'd invite you out to call. Is it & go?

“Angel! It Is!™ It was with Jdifm.
culty that he kept from embracing her.
Girls llke that are so rare. Later
they lived: happily ever after.

Surpcised Uncle Silas,

A  wellknown railroad president
onos took occaslon to visit a small
town to enjoy the excellent fshing
nearby. He carefully concealed his
fdentity, and wne  conseguently
snubbed by & “leading eltizen,” with
whom he attempted to strike wup a
conversation on the banks of the
stream. When leaving he socured the
sorvices of an aged black to carry
his things from the hotel to the depot.
There the departing visltor caught
sight of the man who had given him
the cold shoulder., “Poor Smith,” he
sald, smiling amusedly, “Suffering
from an aggravated attack of ego-
tlem.” “Dat so?" sald Uncle Silas, In
surprise, following his gaze.
done Hved heah more'n twenty yeahs
an' Ah nevah knowed afora dat he
wuz ailin’."

Only One “*BROMO QUININE"

To get tha genuine, eall for full sams, LAXA-
TIVE RROMO QUININER. Look for signature of
B. W, GROVE. Curesa Cold is One Day, e

The Sort
“What breed of dogs would you sug-
gest to guard the heny. "
“Setters.”

Dr. Pierce's Pellets, small, sugarconted,
easy to take as eandy, reﬁ:,fa!n and invig-
orate stomach, liver and bowels and cure
constipation. Ady.

The averago man can get used to
anything, even to making a fool of
himself.

Water In bluing 18 sdulteration. Hasms
water makes liguld blue eostly. Buy
Cross Bull Blue. Adv.

The man who Is thrown en his own
resources does not always land on &
soft spot.

Putnam Fadeless Dyes color In cold
water. Adv.

merely an optical fllusion.

LOSING HOPE
WOMAN VERY ILL

Finally Restored To Health
By Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound,

Bellevae, Ohio.— 1 was in a terrible
state before I took Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
i Vegetable Com-

My back

heduntil I t
it would break, I
pains all over me,
nervous feelings and
periodic troubles. I
< | was very weak and
+-|run down snd was
losing hope of ever
being well and
strong. After tak-
L ing Lydia E, Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound I improved
rapidly and today am a well woman, I
eannot tell you how happy I feel and I
cannot say too much for your Compound.
Would not be without it in the house if
it cost three times the amount.’’—Mrs,
Caas. CaarMan, R. F. D. No. 7, Belle-
wue, Ohio.

Woman'’s Preclous Gift.

The one which she should most zeal-
ously guard, is her health, but it is
the one most often neglected, until
pome ailment peculiar to her sex has
fastened itself upon her. When so af-
fected such women may rely upon Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com a

mﬁ that has been suc~
cessful in restoring health to
wWomen.

If you have the slightest doubt
that Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegeta~
ble Compound will help you,wrilte
to Lydia E.Pinkham MedicineOo,
(econfidential) Lynn,Mass,, for ad-
vice. Your letter will be opened,

read and answered by a woman,
and held In strict confidence.

Your Liver
Is Clogged Up
1 d—Out of Sores

LIVER PILLS
will put you right
in a few days
They do
their duty.
CureCon-
stipation, = N
Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL FRICE,

Genuine must bear Signature

stock.
| .
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Many a so-called opportunity 1
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